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" And see,'7 he chirruped, " my king, Some clay from the bank of the brook.
Perchance it will serve to fill In the bridge some tiny nook."
And the king in kindness smiled, As the squirrel he raised in his palm.
"The world shall know of thy deed, True friend of Sita and Kama.
Thou art small but hast done thy best, And famous in song and rhyme,
Thy love for me shall immortal be Through the aeons of spacious time."
As he stroked the glossy fur,
Each finger drew a line From the shoulder to the tail
Along the grey skin fine. " Behold ! " he gaily laughed,
"I write my sign on thee, That all may know, * 'Tis the friend of Rama,
"Who served him faithfully,'"
The bridge was built and the king
To Lunka's isle passed o'er, Where he smote the giant huge,
And fleshed his steel in gore, And again he won fair Sita,
And carried her over the sea, Back to their pleasant jungle life
Beneath the greenwood tree.
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